Such a Nice Girl 


It is the fall of 1974, in a small suburb east of Los Angeles California. The first day of 
school is in progress. Kids fill the hallways searching for their homeroom. Amidst 
the chaos is me; a skinny five foot eight inch, and 115-pound geek. Eventually | 
make my way to my first class, where a semi bald Teacher with the sides and back of 
his hair nearly touching his shoulders, greets us. He belches out, “everyone stand 
against the back wall!” He shuts both doors and walks to the front of the classroom, 
stands and points to the first desk and shouts “Acuna”. Ruben Acuna raises his hand 
and shouts back, “here!” while he is making his way through the alphabet, I see a 
young lady, all pretty, and proper, clutching her books against her chest, when the 
teacher yells “Castro!” She politely says “here”, and takes her seat. Next the teacher 
Butchers my last name “Kareeta”, I then say to Mr. Sikes, “it’s phonetic “,” oh sorry; 
Caustrita”. The young lady who now sits in front of me smiles at me as I take my 
seat. While Mr. Sikes continues seating the class, I nervously ask the pretty young 
lady; “is this your first day of school?” She burst out in laughter, and then 
introduced herself to me. “Rosemarie”. I never thought that name would stay with 
me for the rest of my life! 


As the class ended I made my way out the door, when Rosemarie still clutching her 
books against her chest, turn to me and wave goodbye. I thought to myself, “she’s 
such a nice girl”. I finally made my way to my locker, and stared at the lock 
"thinking, “what’s my combination?” “Ok” I told myself, “you wrote it down!” I 
searched and searched, my wallet, my notebook, and my pockets. “There’s a hole in 
my pocket!” I shook my leg and the paper with my combination appeared. I lost my 
lunch money to that pocket, but was on my way. Being lanky, and not wanting to be 
late, I sprinted to my next class. Open the door and Wow! Miss Warren, my first 
teacher crush. Every desk had a folded paper, with our name on it. I made my way 
to my desk, sat down trying to catch my breath after the sprint to Miss Warren’s 
classroom. I put my head down on my desk to cool off, when I felt someone slap me 
in the back of my head. I looked up ready for a confrontation; to my surprise it was 
Rosemarie. She burst out in laughter seeing my upset face. 


My attention was quickly redirected to Miss Warren, she was taller than me, with 
big almond shaped eyes, a Hollywood smile, and other features that some how 
interested me! I couldn’t remember much of what Miss Warren talked about that 
day. She was now ready to pass out the books needed for her class, calling each 
student in alphabetical order. Finally she calls; “Rosemarie Castro”, “Steve 
CoostaRoda”, I said to Miss Warren “It’s phonetic!” Remembering what Mr. Sikes did 
to my name earlier, Rosemarie burst out in laughter. As Miss Warren continued to 
pass out our books, Rosemarie began to talk to me; she talked on, and on, and on. I 
never heard such chatter before, so I put my elbow on the desk, and my fist against 
my cheek trying to listen to her every word. I learned early on, that when Rosemarie 
paused her talking without taking a big breath of air, it was my turn to talk. When 


the bell rang ending class, still fixated on Miss Warren, Rosemarie slipped away. 
Gathering my books I thought to myself “She’s such a nice girl”. 


Two periods passed with out seeing Rosemarie, it was now lunchtime. What a 
change from the structured Jr. High lunchtime, kids sat where they wanted, ate what 
they wanted, and did what they wanted. I was fine not having lunch, mom always 
made us eat a good breakfast. Sitting with new friends I met in band, in the distance 
I see Rosemarie talking to people I had never seen before. She looked very happy, so 
I left her alone. Seeing that lunch ended I made my way to my locker, with 
combination ready in hand. I open my locker to retrieve my notebook, and who do I 
see walking down the corridor, its Miss Warren. Quickly, I walk over to say hello, she 
just smiled and continued walking. I began to walk to class, when I realized I had left 
my locker open and had no notebook. I again sprinted back got my notebook, and 
secured my locker. Making my way to class I see Rosemarie, she stops and waits for 
me to catch up. She begins talking, talking, and talking; I again try to listen to her 
every word. Suddenly realizing we just walked into the same classroom, she again 
burst our in laughter! With no seats assigned, she takes a seat and as expected, I take 
the seat behind her. The teacher was writing on the chalkboard, when he turns 
around, my heart drops! It’s Mr. Franks. A well educated, confident, black man who 
had been my sixth grade, eighth grade, and now ninth grade teacher. This man knew 
everything about me. My flaws, my grades, and the trouble I can cause in a 
classroom. It is during Mr. Franks class; a routine began that would carry on with 
Rosemarie and me, through all our years of High School. I loved to draw cartoons, a 
single caption with a picture literally matching the caption. I took a piece of paper 
from my notebook, and began. I had drawn a picture of a large butt with a 
Volkswagen stuck in it, the caption! “Park in Rear”. I folded, and handed the cartoon 
to Rosemarie, as she opened it, I heard her burst out in laughter, louder then any 
time before. This immediately caught the attention of Mr. Franks; he asks Rosemarie 
what do you have in your hand. She says nothing, Mr. Franks said who gave it to you, 
again Rosemarie says nothing, and hands the paper to Mr. Franks and he walks 
away. Two seconds later he turns around with a big grin on his face, and looks right 
at me. He knew where it came from! 


After class ended, we leave the room of the last class of the day, Rosemarie hands 
me her books, I am thinking to myself; why does she want me to carry her books? 
Swiftly she slaps me in the back of the head, and bursts out in laughter, her remedy 
for nearly getting her in trouble. Then takes her books back, smiled and said I will 
see you tomorrow, waves and walks away. I quickly join up with some friends, and 
as we walked home I was quiet, thinking about my first day of high school. The 
incredible Miss Warren, my new friends in band. And Rosemarie, the pretty young 
lady who talks so much, and could not control her laughter! All I could say about her 
was; “she’s such a nice girl”. 


I went to Arizona to get my two-year degree in electronics. I came back to LA and 
started working the graveyard shift at Northrop. By the time I came home from 
work I could not fall asleep, so I decided to take some music classes at the local 
college. You can only guess who was there! Yes, Rosemarie, with her boyfriend I 
knew from track. (Back in 11th grade a punk kid told me "you better stay away from 
Rosemarie she likes Dennis". I told the punk kid follow me, I went up to Dennis and 
said "if you hurt Rosemarie you'll answer to me!" That punk was floored, not 
knowing I knew Dennis very well from track.) We all talked for a while, and from 
time to time we would have lunch. I moved to Northern California in 1980 and have 
not heard from her since. I have contacted her sister, but couldn't bring myself to 
ask about Rosemarie. I never told Rosemarie how I felt about her, I thought being 
her big brother was more important. But one thing I do know; there is a man in her 
life with his elbow on the table and his fist on his cheek listening to her talking on, 
and on, and on, thinking to himself, “she’s such a nice girl”. 


